





Cruise for Christmas / Andrew Grey 

“IT’S a cruise!!” Jim and Paul squealed together as | opened 
the envelope they’d handed me as my Christmas gift. “We 
know we agreed that we wouldn’t go overboard, but we just 
couldn’t help it.” Jim gushed with excitement as he pulled 
me into a hug. 

Paul held back - he was always the more reserved of the 


two, but even he was excited. “You’ve helped us so much 
this 


year; we just wanted to say thank you.” 

| looked down at the ticket in my hand, unable to 

believe my eyes. “Thank you, but...” | had so many 
questions. 

Jim started gushing again. “We already called your boss 
and arranged for the time off from work. So you're all set - 


you leave in five days.” | was hugged to within an inch of 
my 


life ... and it felt good. These two men were as close toa 
family as | had. Hell, they were the understanding parents 
I'd never had. | had met Jim and Paul years ago when | got 


my first job and my first apartment. They still lived in the 


same place, while | had moved to another part of the city, 
but | could never leave them behind. | spent holidays, 
birthdays - both theirs and mine - with them. We laughed 


together, joked together, and we loved each other. 
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“If you check the ticket, you'll see that we got you your 
own cabin so you can have some fun.” 

Their apartment was decorated to the max with a huge 
tree and lights galore. “Thank you so much.” | hugged both 
of them, unable to believe their generosity. “I haven’t gotten 
your gifts yet.” It was only the first week of December and | 
had just stopped over to see if they wanted to go shopping. 
Both Jim and Paul were approaching seventy years of age 
and neither of them drove, so | stopped by regularly to take 
them shopping and to help with things they couldn’t do 
anymore. 

“Just bring us something from the cruise.” Paul hugged 

me again before sitting back on the sofa. 

Jim quipped as he headed into the kitchen, “Yeah, 


preferably someone tall, handsome, and just your size.” 
They 


both laughed and | joined in as well. We all knew my dating 


history - unlucky at best. Jim returned with a tray of his 
infamous cocktails and treats, setting the tray on the coffee 
table. But instead of passing out the drinks, he went to the 
huge Christmas tree and started pulling out packages. 
“Before you say anything, we know we sprang the cruise on 
you, and with your work you won’t have time to shop, so we 
got you a few things,” he explained, plopping half a dozen 
wrapped boxes on my lap. “Open, open, open!” Jim was like 
a kid on Christmas morning while | did as he asked. 

The boxes contained a nearly complete cruise wardrobe 


with shorts, fashionable t-shirts, tank tops, and even light 
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dress pants and a shirt. They had great taste, and while I’d 
never spring for such fashionable clothes myself (my 
wardrobe consisting mainly of work clothes and jeans), | 
knew what they’d bought would look good on me. 

“I don’t know what to say; this too much.” 

It was Paul’s turn at the tree. “Nonsense; you do so 

much for us.” He handed me a small package. “This is just 
our way of saying thank you. And you know we love you - 


you're the son neither of us ever had.” Paul started 
laughing. 


“Besides, we got to spend an evening with the /nternational 
Male catalog.” 

| opened this last small box to find two bathing suits. 

Small bathing suits. One was a blue square-cut with anchors 
on the buttons and the other was a very brief bikini. “We 
couldn’t send you on a cruise and let you wear those huge 


board shorts that go down to your knees. Yuck!” They both 


laughed. “Okay, go try one on, we want to see you.” | looked 


at both men, giving them my best “You’ve got to be 
kidding” 


stare, but they wouldn’t be put off, so | found myself in the 
bathroom, changing into the blue square-cut suit. 

| came out of the bathroom, feeling a little shy, but as 

soon as they saw me, they started gushing again. “You'll be 
beating them off with sticks!” 

“Honey, they’re gonna love you.” 

| twirled around for their enjoyment and then went back 


into the bathroom to get dressed again. When | came out, 
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they passed around the drinks and Jim made a toast: 


“Here’s hoping you get harpooned on the high seas.” All 
three 


of us cracked up, particularly since that wouldn’t be 
Surprising. 

Up to this point, my love life had been one disaster after 
another. There was Julio, who was very sensual and a lot of 
fun, both in and out of bed, but he refused to move away 
from home. Stavros was gorgeous - tall, dark, handsome - 
and married. A fact he neglected to mention for two months. 


Irving was a delightful shy, quiet, and intellectual man 
whom 


| dated for almost six months. We had a great time until he 
told me his ultimate fantasy involved me naked on all fours, 
calling him Master and him calling me his puppy. Everyone 
has to draw the line somewhere, and mine is eating with my 
fingers out of a doggy dish. I’m sorry, but utensils are 


absolutely non-negotiable. 


“Henry, you’re a wonderful man who deserves to be 


happy and maybe, just maybe, you'll find that on the 
cruise.” 


It was Paul, the eternal romantic, who'd said he’d never 
given up on finding true love. He and Jim hadn’t met until 


both of them were in their fifties. They’d been happy 
together 


for twenty years now. 

We spent the rest of the evening laughing together like 
we always did in their warm, homey, and utterly charming 
apartment. When | got up to leave, they both hugged the 
stuffing out of me and wished me bon voyage. 


“I'll call you before | leave,” | promised. 
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They both hugged me again, told me they loved me, and 
got me a bag for their gifts before seeing me to the door. 
FOR the next week, | worked during the day and got things 
ready for the cruise at night. My boss, an institution at my 
company and one of the sweetest people I’d ever met - 


though if she heard me say that, she’s probably hit me - 
was 


almost as excited as | was about the upcoming cruise. She 
made sure that everything was done before | left and spent 
the week running interference. | added her to the list of 
people | needed to shop for. On Friday at about three, she 
stopped by my desk and told me to get out of there before 
somebody decided they needed something else. 

“Thanks, Judy.” 

“You're welcome, Hun... Have a good time.” She smiled 

and tootled her way back to her office as | shut down my PC 


and hightailed it to the exit. 


As soon as | got home, | completed the last of my 

packing and called Jim and Paul. They were both so excited 
for me | thought they’d bust a gut. “Have a good time and 
take plenty of pictures!” 

| heard Jim pick up the other phone. “Yeah, take plenty 

of pictures of the scenery ... preferably in Speedos.” Jim 


laughed as they both said good-bye, still as excited as if 
they 


were going on the cruise with me. Before bedtime, my 


Suitcase was packed, the alarm set for a god-awful hour, 
and 
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| climbed in bed with visions of palm trees and pretty boys 
dancing in my head. 

| got up before the alarm and caught the first morning 
shuttle to O’Hare airport. The bus took almost two hours, 
but it saved a fortune in parking fees. The flight to San Juan 
was on time and we landed just after noon. | retrieved my 
luggage, and a porter from the cruise line was immediately 
on hand, telling me that it would all be taken care of and not 
to worry. A shuttle bus picked me up and drove me to the 
dock where a huge, gleaming white ship awaited. As | 
stepped out of the bus, another cruise line employee asked 
to see my boarding information. | handed it over and he 
motioned to someone else. 

“Please show Mr. Gilmore to the forward gangway.” My 
ticket was viewed again and then | was led away from the 


crowd of people to the front of the ship, where two people 


waited behind a table. My ticket was passed to someone 
else. 


| provided a credit card for my onboard expenses, my 
passport was checked, and | filled out a few forms, signing 
where they indicated. “Thank you, Mr. Gilmore. José will 
show you to your stateroom.” 

A little confused, | followed José as he took the carry-on 
bag | had in hand and led me up the gangway, asking, “Is 
this your first cruise, sir?” His English was impeccable and 
his tone very welcoming as he led me onto the ship. | was 
taken up a few decks and down a hallway to a door. “This is 


your room and here are your keycards,” he said, opening 
the 


door and holding it for me as | entered the room.” 
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“Jesus...” | was expecting a small room on the inside of 
the ship. What | was in was a huge suite with what looked 


like a balcony and a separate bedroom. “Is this right?” 
Jesus, 


Jim and Paul must have broken the bank. 

“Yes, sir. AS | said before, I’m José and I'll be your Cabin 
Steward for your voyage. If you need anything, please press 
the Steward’s button on the phone.” He showed me through 
the suite and then quietly left the room. The table had a 
large basket filled with chocolates and even a bottle of 
Champagne. | plucked out the card, which read “Have a 


great trip, and find someone to share the champagne with.” 
It 


was signed “Jim and Paul.” 
| smiled as | set down the card. There was a brief knock 


and the door opened, and a porter entered with my 
luggage. 


He quickly placed it in the bedroom, wished me a wonderful 


trip, and quietly exited the cabin. | unpacked quickly, picked 
up my key and the map of the ship on the table, and 
ventured out to explore. 

The shopping arcade and atrium were decorated with 

huge Christmas trees and waterfalls of twinkling lights. As | 
wandered through, | heard the ship’s horn, indicating that 
we were leaving port. Walking briskly, | joined the other 
passengers at the rails to wave and celebrate our departure. 
It was there that | got the shock of my life. 

As | looked around at the other passengers, | realized 

that everyone | could see was of retirement age. I’d checked 


the brochure, so | knew that it was a gay cruise, but this was 
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not what | was expecting. As we pulled away from the dock, 
| 


heard an announcement, “Welcome to the Caribbean Star 
for 


our annual Gay Maturity Cruise.” | was floored, but that 
explained what was going on - |’d been booked on a gay 
retiree cruise. Gone were my visions of cute party boys, 
strapping boys-next-door types, and hunky muscle gods. 
Instead | was looking at a week of canes, wheelchairs, and 
canasta. Then | noticed the number of people looking at me 
and whispering to one another. God, they thought | was 
some sort of toy-boy with a grandpa complex. Taking a deep 
breath, | stepped away from the rail and followed the crew’s 
instructions as they conducted the required lifeboat drill. 
Heading back to my cabin, feeling more than a little 
disappointed, | resolved to make the best of the situation. It 


was December and | was on a huge ship bound for tropical 


islands while my friends back home were freezing their 
butts 


off. Things could be worse. Entering my cabin, | grabbed my 
workout bag and headed for the gym. The brochure had said 
that the ship had spacious workout facilities. They hadn’t 
exaggerated, and to top it off, the place was completely 
empty. | changed quickly and spent some cardio time with 


my thoughts and a good book. I’d brought Covenant in 
Blood 


with me, since | love stories about vampires and magic, and 
this one had them both. The hour flew by, and after a quick 


shower | was on my way back to my stateroom to change 
for 


dinner. 
| was slated for the late dinner seating and the dining 
room was already filling as | arrived. The dining captain 


showed me to my table and | smiled at my tablemates. They 
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smiled back and raised a few eyebrows. One of the men, 
who 


introduced himself as Bob, was bolder than the others. “Can 
| ask the obvious? How did you get to be on this cruise?” | 
decided to laugh and told them about my Christmas gift. 


Soon the whole table was laughing along with me. “So 
you're 


not a toy-boy?” He looked so disappointed. 
“I'm afraid not.” 
The silver-haired man next to Bob winked. “Well, at 


least we have a great view.” He went on to introduce 
himself 


as Stan, Bob’s partner. The others at the table made 
introductions as well. 

“Is this seat taken?” asked a voice that was soft and 
almost tentative. 

“No, not at all,” | turned my head as the only other 


person l'’d seen under sixty years old sat down next to me. 


He was cute, in a skinny sort of way, with huge puppy-dog 
eyes and dark, curly hair that was completely out of control. 
He introduced himself as Tim Crawford. Our waiter arrived, 
introduced himself, and then dinner began. The entire table 
talked and laughed all through the meal; it was great. Tim 
was a little quiet, but he seemed to be enjoying the 
conversation as it swirled around him. When dinner was 
over everyone, including myself, got up from the table, but 
Tim remained seated. “Would you like to explore the ship 
with me?” He was obviously by himself, and | figured there 
was no need for both of us to spend the rest of the evening 


alone. 
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Tim let out a huge breath and pushed back his chair 

before standing up. It was then that | noticed the steel brace 
on his left leg. Biting his lower lip a little he said, “I probably 
won't be a very good walking partner.” 

“You can walk; you came into the dining room.” 

“Well, yes.” 

| held out my arm, “Then what are you waiting for? Let’s 
stroll along the promenade. I’m not in a hurry if you aren’t.” 
The look on Tim’s face was priceless - surprise tinged with a 
little excitement. Slowly, tentatively, he placed his hand on 
my arm and we walked out of the dining room and through 
the huge atrium that housed the shops. 

“So, what do you do?” | figured some small talk was in 
order. 

He looked at me tentatively and released my arm, 

stepping back, “I’m the medical examiner for Waukesha 


County, Wisconsin.” 


| smiled back at him. “You mean you’re the guy who 

tries to find out why people died?” He nodded tentatively. “l 
always loved the TV shows about ME’s.” | probably 
responded a little too enthusiastically, but | really did find 
what he did fascinating. “Did you ever solve a crime?” 

Tim laughed, “I’ve helped a few times, but mostly it’s 
pretty mundane.” His eyes danced when he laughed and he 


seemed lighter somehow, less serious. 
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“That’s so cool!” 
Now Tim looked really surprised, but he took my arm 


again and we continued walking. “Most people find what | 
do 


really creepy.” He looked up at me and seemed to be 
searching my face to see if | was kidding him somehow. | 
wasn’t. “But | really like it. Death can be a mystery to us all, 
but | help demystify it by telling people why their loved ones 
died.” 

“So you’re a doctor?” 

He nodded his head, “I graduated from medical school 

and then trained as an ME.” We reached the far side of the 
atrium and headed outside to walk in the warm night air. 
“What do you do?” 

“I’m a pharmacist, in Whitefish Bay.” 

His eyes registered surprise. “You’re from Wisconsin 


too? Small world.” 


| smiled in response. As we walked along the deck, Tim 
lost his footing as the ship swayed and | grabbed him, 
holding him against me until he regained his balance. 
“I should probably get back to my room and get off my 


"m 
. 


leg 


“Okay, which deck are you on?” | led him to the elevator 


and he pushed the button for deck eight. 
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The elevator door opened. “You don’t need to walk me to 
my room; l'Il be fine. Thank you for a nice evening.” He 
stepped out of the elevator and the door closed behind him. 
| pushed the button for my deck and made my way to 

my suite. It was still early, by cruise ship standards, but | 
was tired from the travel and decided to go to bed early. In 
the room, my bed had been turned down, and after cleaning 
up | climbed in bed and quickly fell asleep. 

| WOKE to bright sunshine and the gentle swaying of the 


ship as we moved through the water. | shaved and 
performed 


the rest of my morning routine before grabbing my workout 
gear. After stopping for a quick, light breakfast, | made my 
way to the gym. Like the previous day, it was nearly 
deserted, and | finished my chest routine. This time, | rinsed 
off and pulled on the bikini bathing suit that Jim and Paul 


had given me, topped it with a pair of loose shorts, grabbed 


my bag, and headed to the pool deck. There were people all 
around, lounging and sunning themselves. | put my things 
on a chair, slipped off my shorts, and dove into the pool. 

It felt glorious as | slipped through the water. Coming 

up for air, | hung onto the edge of the pool and looked 
around. Men were still talking, but now their attention 


seemed to be on the pool. | saw Tim reclining in the shade 
on 


one of the lounges. Smiling to myself, | swam to the other 
side of the pool and climbed out. | could feel the eyes on me 


but paid no attention. | knew | looked good in the bathing 
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suit - I’m tall, with wide shoulders and narrow hips, brown 
hair, and | work out regularly - but at home | wouldn’t turn 


heads like this. It was great for my ego, but it wasn’t going 
to 


go to my head. 

Without turning around, | approached Tim, “Hey, can | 

join you?” 

Tim looked up from the book he was reading, and if this 
were a cartoon, his eyes would have bugged out about three 
feet. He said nothing, but | watched his expression as his 
eyes traveled up and down my body. “Sure, um, ah, please,” 
Tim smiled and set his book down as | sat on a pool chair 
next to his. 

“Did you sleep well?” | wasn’t quite sure what to say; the 
night before we’d talked a lot, but now | felt unsure of 
myself. 


“Yeah, | did.” He seemed a little distracted and | hoped 


inside that it was because of me. 

| leaned back on the chair, relaxing in the warmth of the 
tropical air, and | heard something from next to me that | 
didn’t catch. “Did you say something?” | turned my head in 
Tim’s direction just in time to see him looking, so | returned 
the favor, letting my eyes rake along his body, making no 
effort to hide my gaze. He was skinny, with clear, light, 
smooth skin and dark hair; he wasn’t built, but he was 
nicely trim. | hate to admit the truth, but he was someone 
that | probably wouldn’t have looked at twice at back home, 


but | had to admit there was something about him that 
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fascinated me. He started to wilt under my gaze, but | 
waited 


for him to answer. 

“Il said ‘Jesus,’ if you really want to know.” | kept looking 

at him. “You're gorgeous,” he mumbled, then looked down 
into his lap. “I mean ....” 

“What?” | kept looking at him, waiting for him to 

continue, but he didn’t, so | leaned closer. “Well, you’re kind 
of cute.” He was, and not just physically; his shyness made 
him even cuter. 

“Tam not. I’m skinny and pale and ....” 

“Really cute,” | finished. 

Finally his gaze shifted from his lap and he looked at 

me. 

“Come on, let’s swim.” | stood up and gave him my 


hand. He took it and we headed toward the pool. He sat 
near 


the edge and took off his brace before slipping into the 
water. 


He swam like a fish, gliding through with little effort; it was 
beautiful. 

Tim surfaced near me, splashing me on purpose. “You 
coming in?” 

| smiled and dove into the water as he took off toward 

the other side of the pool. | caught up to him as he reached 
the wall, splashing back. Since we were the only ones in the 
pool, we had a good old-fashioned water fight, splashing 


back and forth and laughing like kids. 
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| stopped splashing and watched him, laughing and 


playing in the water. | stepped forward and gently pulled 
him 


to me. “You're beautiful when you laugh.” Slowly | moved 
my 


head closer and touched my lips to his. The kiss was sweet 
and gentle, not passionate, although it could be, and he was 
tentative, unsure of himself. | pulled back and he looked at 
me. | leaned in to kiss him again, but he squirmed out of my 
grasp and swam to the other side. Pulling himself out of the 
water, he put on his brace, grabbed his things, and left the 
pool deck without looking back. 

| was stunned, to say the least. | stood in the water, 

trying to figure out what had just happened. | swam across 
the pool and pulled myself out. 

As | sat in a deck check, an older gentleman sat down 

on the seat next to me. “You okay?” 


“Yeah, | guess.” | huffed slightly to myself. 


“Look, honey, Timmy’s a little shy.” 

“You know him?” I’d assumed he was alone on the ship 

- | guess that was my first mistake. 

“He’s my favorite nephew.” So that explained why Tim 

was on this cruise. “I can tell you like him, but he’s shy and 
inexperienced, if you get my meaning.” | looked at him, a 
little stunned. Was he telling me what | thought he was 
telling me? | wanted to ask more, but he got up from the 
chair, patting me on the shoulder, and walked back over to 


his friends. 
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| got up from my chair, slipped on my shorts, and pulled 

on a t-shirt from my bag. As | got up to leave, | stopped by 
where Tim’s uncle was playing cards. “Will you tell me what 
cabin Tim is in?” 

The old man smiled and whispered, “8456,” before 
returning to his card game. | thanked him and headed to the 
shopping arcade before going back to my room. It was time 
to add a little romance. 

Halfway back to my cabin, | stopped dead in the middle 

of the hallway, thinking about what | was doing. | thought 
about Tim. Was I reacting this way because he was the only 
person on the ship who was my own age? | didn’t think so. 
Tim was funny, and we could talk about things. Damn it, | 
liked spending time with him. We’d walked and talked for 
two hours the previous night and it had felt like minutes. 
Continuing on my way, | got to my cabin, changed out 


of my wet swimsuit, and headed to the shopping arcade. | 


found a store that had chocolates and sent a small box to 


Tim’s room with a note. “Please do me the honor of joining 
me 


for a drink in the Cove Bar at five o'clock.” | signed the card 
and gave it to the clerk, who assured me that it would be 
delivered right away, and | continued my shopping. 

With the shopping completed, | set out to see what fun | 
could have. After finding a lunch buffet, | headed to the rear 
of the ship where | got coaxed into a game of mini golf. And 
those golf sharks whooped my ass. They laughed as | said 


‘no, thank you’ to another game and headed to the rock- 
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climbing wall. The attendant sat on his stool, yawning as | 
approached. He strapped me into a safety harness before 
turning me loose to climb. | had a ball. Here | was in the 
middle of the Caribbean in December, warm sun, Christmas 
carols playing on the ship’s sound system, climbing a rock 
wall with a Christmas tree on top. Who'd have thought? | 
made it to the top easily and then rappelled back down to 
the deck. 

“You wanna go again?” he said hopefully, and | could 

see the old guy checking me out. 

“Maybe later,” | answered, checking my watch as he 
removed the harness, winking at me when he was done. | 
smiled back and went to change for drinks with Tim. | just 
hoped he’d show up. 

Half an hour before the appointed time, | was dressed 

for dinner in lightweight pants and a polo shirt. After a final 


check in the mirror, | headed to the bar. 


There were plenty of people in The Cove, the sound 
spilling out onto the deck as | approached. A couple got up 
as | entered and | was able to grab their table. The cocktail 
waitress cleared the table and asked to take my order, 


introducing herself as Sheri. 


“I’m meeting someone ... | hope. Could | wait a few 
minutes?” 
She smiled. “Sure, darlin’. l'II be back when he gets 


here.” | got another stellar smile that would probably get 
her 
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great tips if the passengers were buying what she was 
selling, with her great smile and cute southern accent. 

| waited, watching the door every time it opened. Sheri 
had been over twice and | checked my watch again. At ten 
minutes after five, | got up because | figured Tim wasn’t 
coming. Then | saw him open the door. | smiled and 
motioned him to the table. 

“I was about to give up.” 

Tim sat on the chair across from me. “I almost didn’t 
come.” 

“Why?” 

Sheri came over and took our orders. 

“I know you're only being nice to me because I’m the 
only other passenger under sixty.” 

He looked so cute, and | could tell he was hoping he was 
wrong, otherwise he wouldn’t have come here. 


“If | didn’t like you, | wouldn’t have issued the 


invitation.” | leaned close, whispering, “And | most certainly 
wouldn’t have kissed you in the pool.” 

“But...” he stammered, “Why me? | mean ... You’re so... 
And l'm just ... You’re so out of my league.” He looked all 
flustered and cute and utterly adorable, biting his upper lip, 


his fingers knitting and unknitting. 
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| leaned across the table, put my hand on his, and 

leaned forward, waiting to see what he’d do. | could almost 
see the hesitation and conflict behind his eyes, and | could 
easily have leaned in further, but he had to make the next 
move. Finally, with agonizing slowness, his face moved 
closer, lips parted slightly, and then touched to mine ever so 
gently. 

His kiss was so soft and so tentative. His eyes were so 


wide he looked like a fawn half-spooked and ready to bolt. 
So 


| stayed steady, letting his sweet lips brush over mine, 
touching his softly. This tender, sweet kiss lit my entire body 
on fire. My heart raced and blood pounded in my ears. 
Sucking gently, | pulled his upper lip between mine and 
heard a soft, tiny, almost silent whimper. | didn’t move 
anything but my lips, not my hands or my head. God, he 


tasted good, so sweet. The noisy room went silent, closing 
in 


to just him and me. My mouth parted just a bit and | let my 
tongue tickle his lip with just a light touch; | didn’t want to 
spook the fawn in him. He settled down and seemed to relax 
Slightly, letting himself enjoy the kiss. | felt the pressure 
lessen as he pulled back, his eyes on mine. Then the lips 
were gone but | could still feel him, my skin tingling like tiny 
Sparks of energy. 

Tim sat back, his eyes huge, my hand still on his. “Wow. 


That was ... Wow.” He seemed to be whispering to himself 
as 


the spell broke and the sounds from the room invaded once 


again. We both started to breathe and smiled at one 
another. 
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“You can say that again.” 

| watched as he smiled back. “I’ve never done....” Then 
he stopped, his face reddening. 

“Done what?” 

He looked down at the table, his face now beet red. 
“You've never kissed before?” 

He shook his head slowly, like he was admitting to a 
crime. 

“You've never done anything before, have you?” 

He shook his head again. | reached across the table, 
touching his chin, lifting his face to meet mine. “You're a 


good kisser,” | said, leaning forward again and letting his 
lips 


touch mine. This time | added a little more force and let him 
explore. 
Breaking the kiss, we smiled at one another and 


finished our drinks. 


“You understand that I’ve never ... been with anyone.” 
That embarrassed look was back again. 

“Tim, it doesn’t matter. When you're ready, you'll have 

an incredible gift to give someone ... a gift that can only be 


given once. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about or 
ashamed 


of.” | looked in his eyes. “It’ll happen for you when the time 
IS 


right.” | checked my watch, “Are you ready for dinner?” 
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Tim nodded and we finished our drinks and headed to 

the dining room. 

After a fun dinner, as we left the dining room, Tim saw a 
poster for the show that evening. “Would you like to go?” he 
asked. 

It was a song and dance review, but it sounded like fun. 


“Sure, let’s see if we can get seats.” We walked to the 
theater 


and were able to get spots for the performance. | thought 
the 


show was fun, but Tim was enthralled, and about halfway 
through | realized he was captivated by the dancing. As we 
left the theater | asked, “Have you ever been dancing?” 
Tim looked at me like | was from Mars. “With my leg, 
you've got to be kidding.” 

“There are many kinds of dancing.” 

Tim looked skeptical, so | let the subject drop, for now. 


It was getting late and Tim looked tired, so | walked him 


back to his cabin. 

“Good night,” | said, leaning close and kissing him 
softly. “Would you join me in Aruba tomorrow?” 

Tim smiled and returned my kiss. “I’d like that.” 

We said good-night again and | watched as he entered 
his cabin, then | walked down the hall to the elevator. 


I'd just made it back to my room when the phone rang. 
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“Henry?” It was Tim. “Thank you for the flowers.” | could 
almost see him smiling through the phone; I’d had them 
delivered during dinner. 

“You're welcome; see you tomorrow.” 

He said good-night again and hung up the phone. 

The next few days flew by. We spent our time together 
and we had an amazing amount of fun. We went sailing in 
Aruba on an incredible boat with huge white sails. Most of 


the passengers were from the ship, so | got to hold Tim in 
my 


arms for much of the time. | was actually able to coax him 
onto the bowsprit, and we stood arm in arm on the front of 
the boat as the sea passed beneath us. At one point, | took 
Tim in my arms and kissed him hard. The water glided 
beneath our feet as | held him close, his warmth sending a 
surge of excitement through me. | know Tim felt it too, 


because | could feel his ample reaction pressing against my 


hip. “This is wonderful.” 

“What is?” Tim whispered in my ear as the boat flew 

over the water. 

“You here with me.” | gestured around us, “This place is 

so beautiful and we get to share it.” Tim didn’t reply with 
words; he just kissed me again. 

Snorkeling in Curacao was amazing. We swam together 
around the reefs, the fish darting around us. Tim was 
amazing in the water, graceful and beautiful. At one point, | 


stopped moving and watched as Tim dove and bobbed like 
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one of the fish he was watching. The more time | spent with 
him, the more amazing he became. He’d actually started to 
come out of his shell, and what a personality he had. After 
snorkeling, we walked together on the island with Tim trying 
on hats - ladies hats, men’s hats. At one point we were 


laughing our asses off and the shopkeeper asked us to 
leave. 


Then Tim saw a Christmas store across the street. We 
walked over to take a look and a small child came out and 
looked at Tim, exclaiming, “Look, Mommy, it’s a grown-up 
Tiny Tim!” He then rushed up to him and threw his arms 
around his braced leg, hugging it tight. 

The child’s mother was horrified and apologized 

profusely, pulling her son away. Tim smiled as the child 
looked over his shoulder and waved as he was hustled away. 
Without missing a beat, Tim turned to me with a half 


scolding, half smiling look on his face, “If you start calling 


me Tiny, l'Il never speak to you again.” 

| waggled my eyebrows before whispering in his ear, 

using my best bedroom voice, “I wouldn’t dream of it.” Tim 
shivered as | nipped his ear then pulled away, and we 
continued our shopping. 

The following day was a cruise day with no stops. | got 

up early and met Tim for breakfast in my workout shorts 
and a muscle shirt. “Going to the gym?” 

“Yeah, you should come with me.” Tim gave me the 


same look he’d given me when I'd asked him if he’d ever 
gone 


dancing. “I’m serious, you’d be surprised.” 
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“If you say so.” He looked unconvinced. 

| looked at my watch, “Yeah, | do.” | grinned at him, “Go 
change and l'Il meet you there in half an hour.” He still 
looked skeptical. “Trust me.” 

We finished our breakfast and Tim got up, “I don’t know 
why I’m doing this.” 

| rolled my eyes and chuckled. “Think of seeing me in 

my small, tight gym shorts.” | winked at him and he shook 
his head as he went to change. 

| walked into the gym late and Tim was waiting for me. 
After stowing my bag, | led him to some of the machines. “l 
know you can’t really work your legs, but you can work your 
chest, back, arms, and shoulders.” | showed him how to 
operate the machines and helped him through a light 
workout. | used the same machines with heavier weight. Tim 
did really well and actually seemed to enjoy it. 


“The muscles in my arms and chest feel tight.” Tim 


seemed amazed. 

“That’s because you worked them.” He wandered over to 
another machine, but | cautioned him, “That’s enough for 
today or you'll get sore.” Tim nodded and turned back to me 
as | suggested, “Let’s hit the sauna and whirlpool.” 

We spent the rest of the day together, playing mini golf, 

and cards with his uncle; we even hit the casino where Tim 


won a few hundred dollars. After dinner, we sat together on 
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the deck, watching the stars as the ship glided through the 
water. 

“Tomorrow night is the Christmas Ball; would you go 

with me?” | felt like a teenager asking a date to the dance. 
Tim shifted in his chair, turning to face me, his eyes 
twinkling with mischief as he answered in the same formal 


tone, “I'd be happy to go to the dance with you.” | loved 
that 


happy, devilish look. Then he tilted his head slightly and 
kissed me in the moonlight. This time, | pressed to him, 
hardening the kiss as his touch sent tingles along my spine. 
My pants were suddenly way too tight and | squirmed 
Slightly, not wanting the kiss to end. Over the past few days, 
Tim had gotten really good; his tongue could do incredible 
things. Snaking my hand behind him, | cradled his head in 
my palm as | pressed our lips together, letting my passion 


for this incredibly giving man flow through me. And | was 


certain that’s what it was. / thought | knew what love felt 
like, 


but it was a pale comparison.... Where’d that come from? 
| went rigid and Tim felt it, pulling back to look into my 
eyes. 

“What’s wrong?” 

| smiled as | realized something, something important; | 
was falling in love with him. 

“Nothing....” 

We went back to kissing, hard, our passion racing 


through us. Damn it, | wanted this man, wanted to be with 
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this man more that I’d ever wanted anyone before. All my 
previous relationships had started out as sex and then 
progressed from there, but this one had started as 
friendship, getting to know one another first, spending time 
together. It felt right, like we could make love and then 
actually have a conversation afterwards. What a novel 
concept. All these things raced through the back of my mind 
as Tim kissed me, there on the deck, with the moon shining 
on the water. 

Tim broke the kiss, pulling back, but keeping his face 


close to mine as he whispered, “Come with me.” He stood 
up 


and put out his hand. Standing up, | took it and followed 
him inside. Tim pushed the call button for the elevator. 
“Henry? Henry Gilmore?” A tall man was coming down 


the passageway. “It /s you.” | was enveloped in a strong 
hug. 


Stavros; I’d know his scent anywhere. | felt Tim’s hand slip 


from mine, and then a pair of strong lips assailed mine. | 
flopped in his grip, but he held me tight, just like he’d done 


when we were together. Stavros was never subtle, and 
finally 


he came up for air. 

“Stavros, what are you doing?” | managed to squirm out 

of his grip, stepping back and wiping my mouth. | turned to 
explain to Tim, but he was gone, the elevator doors closed 
and the car heading to Tim’s deck. “Damn, damn, damn.” 
“Henry, aren’t you happy to see me?” 

| pushed the button on the elevator, only half listening. 


God, what Tim must be thinking! Jesus. 
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“Aren't you married?” | couldn’t keep the anxiety out of 
my voice as | willed the elevator to hurry. 

“We divorced last year. I’m the DJ at the ship’s 

nightclub now.” 

Damn it, couldn’t the elevator get here any faster? “l'm 
happy for you, but | need to go.” 

Stavros was never the brightest bulb on the string, but 

he finally got it. “Were you with the cripple?” Nor the most 
tactful. 

“His name is Tim, and yes I’m with him. That is, if he’ll 
speak to me after your little display.” Finally, the elevator 
arrived and the doors opened. | stepped inside and pushed 
the button for Tim’s deck. The doors closed a few seconds 
later on a very confused Stavros. 

| willed the elevator to go faster, afraid of what must be 
going through Tim’s mind. Finally, the doors opened and | 


raced down the hall to Tim’s room. | Knocked, but no one 


answered. Damn.... | knocked again, but still no answer and 
no sounds from within. 

“Tim, please....” 

| knocked again and waited, but the door didn’t open. 

Not knowing what else to do, | walked back down the hall to 
the elevator, pushing the button for my floor. 

The night was long and miserable; | kept alternating 


between thinking of Tim and being angry with Stavros. Why 


28 


Cruise for Christmas / Andrew Grey 


couldn’t he do greetings like a normal person? | felt so 
guilty; 


Tim had started to really come out of his shell and this was 
going to push him back into it. | hated that thought. Over 


the last few days, I’d discovered a funny, laughing, 
intelligent 


person who | really liked under an unassuming, soft-spoken, 
almost awkward exterior. 

During the night, | must have fallen asleep at some 

point. | was relieved when | finally | heard the engines 
change and | could feel we were docking in St. Maarten. 
Forcing myself to get out of bed, | cleaned up, got dressed, 


and headed down to breakfast. | kept looking for Tim, 
hoping 


I'd see him, but no such luck. 
| gave up and disembarked with the rest of the 
passengers going into St. Maarten. | soent most of the day 


wandering around the town or sitting on the beach, but it 


just wasn’t any fun without Tim, laughing as he was trying 
on silly hats or just kidding around. 

Late in the afternoon, | headed back to the ship, but 
instead of going to my cabin, | headed for the shops. The 
same sales clerk who’d helped me earlier waited on me 
again. “I want this arrangement sent to cabin 8456.” | 
composed a note to be included: “Tim, I’m sorry for what 


happened. Please let me explain. l'Il be waiting for you at 
nine 


by the entrance to the Christmas Ball. Please give me a 


chance. ” The clerk assured me they would be delivered 
right 


away and | headed back to my cabin, hoping Tim would 


show. 
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Tim didn’t show up for dinner, so | ate quickly and 

rushed back to my cabin to get ready. The ball was formal 
and | dressed in a black tuxedo, making sure | looked my 
best. 

The ship’s atrium had been transformed into a 

Christmas Wonderland with a huge tree, decorations 


suspended from the interior balconies, and what appeared 
to 


be snow falling into some of the trees. The food and drink 
tables were filled with all kinds of holiday treats, including a 
gingerbread house, eggnog, and candy canes, along with 
desserts galore. It was magical - well, it could be. People 
were already arriving and | stood watching the entrance, 
hoping for Tim to show. 

Promptly at nine, he entered the atrium, looking 

handsome in his tux. With him there in front of me, | didn’t 


know what to do, so | just stood there smiling. Tim saw me 


and approached, his face set. | opened my mouth to say 
something, but he cut me off. 

“You have two minutes to explain and then I’m leaving.” 

| tried to look at things from his perspective. “Stavros is 
an ex-boyfriend. There’s nothing between us.” 

“Then why were you kissing him?” Tim looked almost 
heartbroken. 

| answered his question, “I wasn’t kissing him; he was 
kissing me. And if you had stayed around you'd have seen 


me push him away and tell him off. But you left and | spent 


30 


Cruise for Christmas / Andrew Grey 

an entire frantic night trying to find you to explain and 
worrying.... | didn’t sleep at all and then moped around St. 
Maarten, wishing you were with me all day.” 

That wasn’t what Tim was expecting. “You pushed him 
away?” 

“Yes; I’m not with him. | want to be with you.” 

Tim’s eyes bugged out in disbelief, “But he’s gorgeous 

and handsome an4d....” 

| stopped him with a kiss, hot and hard against his lips, 
pulling his body to mine. Plundering his lips with mine, the 
sweet taste of him driving me crazy with desire, | wanted 
him. Hell, | loved him. “But he’s not you.” 

| kissed him again and this time | felt him melt against 

me and he whimpered softly. Other men were watching us, 
looking envious, and | reluctantly pulled away, catching my 
breath. “If you were so sure | wanted Stavros, why’d you 


come tonight?” 


Tim had the decency to look embarrassed. “My uncle 
told me that any man who cared enough to send a bouquet 


of flowers half the size of my stateroom deserved a chance 
to 


explain.” 
Yes - florists rock! | breathed a sigh of relief as | kissed 


him again. “Your uncle’s a smart man.” 
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Tim answered into my chest as | pulled him close, “Uh- 
huh.” The music started and Tim saw Stavros on the 
podium. “What’s he doing here anyway?” 

“He’s the DJ on the ship.” And still as clueless as ever. 

The music was loud techno-club dance music that sounded 


terrible and was completely wrong for the crowd. “Come 
on.” 


Putting my hand around Tim’s waist | led him to the podium. 
“Stavros, | think you owe him an apology.” 

He looked miffed but I didn’t care. “Yeah, | guess | do. 

I’m sorry.” That’s Stavros, shallow and sincere; what did | 
ever see in him? Nice house - nobody home. 

| ignored his tone and plowed on. “Good, you can make 

it up to us by taking some requests.” 

“Okay, what do you want to hear?” He looked 

Suspicious, and he should have been. 


| looked around the room and saw all the men 


wandering around, wondering what to do - the music was all 
wrong. “You got any oldies from the forties, Glenn Miller, 
Moon River, stuff like that?” 

“Yeah....” He was suspicious all right. 

“Great, that’s what you’re going to play all night. Nice 


slow, romantic songs that they,” | indicated the groups of 
old 


men staring at each other, looking uncomfortable, “can 
dance to.” Stavros looked like he was going to argue. “Or 


stories will start to circulate.” 
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Stavros huffed and then nodded his agreement. The 

club music stopped and the lyrical melodies of Moon River 
floated through the atrium. The change was instant, like 
someone had flipped a switch. All the people milling around 
started to dance; people who’d been together for decades 
held each other as they swayed to the music. The lights 
dimmed and the glitter ball sent sparkles of light against the 
walls, looking like snow against the decorations. The effect 
was stunning, particularly with all the people dancing 
beneath the trees and decorations. 

“What sort of stories could you circulate?” Tim asked, 

with a look like a naughty child. 

| pulled him close. “Stavros can only do it in front of a 
mirror. He needs to watch himself during sex.” 

Tim started to snicker. “You’re kidding, right?” 

| shook my head, “He always made me open my closet 


door so he could watch himself in the full-length mirror. 


Once he actually asked me to move to he could get a better 
view of his own ass.” 

Tim’s snickers turned into a full on belly laugh. “Talk 

about a mood killer.” 

“You’ve got that right.” We settled down as we moved 
through the dancing couples. “Will you dance with me?” 
There was that look again. Before he could answer, | 

took his hand and led him to the center of the floor. | put my 


arms around his waist, supporting his weight, and his arms 
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slipped around my neck. Then we slowly swayed back and 
forth to the music. 

“This is nice.” Tim let his head rest on my shoulder as 

he danced for the first time. We didn’t move much, just 
swayed in place, and it felt so nice to be holding each other. 
“I thought dancing was something I’d never be able to do.” 
| nodded and pulled him a little closer. 

“Did you mean what you wrote on the card?” he asked. 

| leaned forward, kissing him softly. “Yes.” 

“Everything? Even....” Tim’s eyes looked into mine with 
what I can only describe as hope. 

“Yes. Everything.” 

Tim smiled and rested his head back against my 

shoulder as we continued dancing. The song changed, and 
changed again, but we held each other close and swayed 
together, dancing with all the other couples. “Tim, there’re 


lots of things you’ve never done and we'll do them all, | 


promise.” 

He looked up at me very seriously, and that self- 
conscious look came back. “Could you be happy with me? 
I’m plain with a gimpy leg.” 

Damn, one thing | knew I was going to do was help him 


see in himself all the wonderful things | saw in him. 
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My hands rubbed gently along his back. “You’re not 

plain, you’re beautiful. And your leg is a part of you, and | 
meant what | said in the note. | love you, Tim Crawford.” | 
tilted his head up and leaned my face near his, moving in 
Slowly, and kissed him. | felt him lean against me, giving 
himself over to the kiss the way he had the night before. He 
even made the same soft whimper, and it sent the same 
surge of desire through me. | kept kissing him, holding him 
tight, telling him everything through the kiss. When we 
parted, he put his head back against my chest and we 
continued to dance. No more words; our kiss had said it 
all.... So we danced, under the twinkling Christmas lights. 
After dancing for God knows how long, | could feel Tim 
leaning against me more and more and | could tell he was 
tiring, so | led him to a chair around the edge of the dance 
floor and got him something to drink. When | returned, | 


could see his uncle sitting next to him and they were both 


smiling. 

“Henry, you remember my Uncle Eb.” Tim was smiling 
from ear to ear as | handed him his drink. 

“It’s nice to see you again, young man.” Eb extended his 
hand and I shook it, as he got up. “I'll leave you young 
people alone.” He went over to join his card-playing cronies 
as | sat next to Tim. 

“Are you doing okay? We didn’t overdo it, did we?” | sat 
with my arm around Tim’s waist, letting him relax against 


me. 
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“I’m fine.” He turned and smiled at me, “Really fine.” 

Then he kissed me again, his lips tasting of wine and him. “l 
think we need to find a more private place.” 

| nodded my approval and set down the remainder of my 
drink. We got up and | slipped my arm around his waist as 
we headed for the elevators. When the door opened, we got 
inside and Tim pressed the button for his deck. | smiled at 
him and pressed the button for mine. 

| let Tim into my suite, saying, “Have a seat.” | directed 

him to the small sofa and called Room Service, asking for an 
ice bucket and a bowl of fresh strawberries. | sat next to Tim 
and pulled him close to me, our lips meeting. | gently 
pressed him against the sofa as | plundered his hot, sweet 
mouth. Tim began whimpering and moaning softly, telling 


me he liked what | was doing, so | let myself explore, 
nipping 


and sucking on his ears, tasting the sweet skin of his throat. 


He tried to remove his tie, but | stopped him with a soft 
touch. 

“We have all night, just relax.” 

We continued kissing until | heard a soft knock on the 
door. 

“I'll be right back.” Answering the door and retrieving 

the cold ice bucket and strawberries, | placed the bottle of 
champagne from Jim and Paul in the bucket to chill and set 
the strawberries on the table, before rejoining Tim and 


helping him to his feet. 
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Leading him to the bedroom, | opened his tuxedo jacket 

and slipped it off his shoulders, dropping it over a chair 
before doing the same with mine. Then | kissed him again, 
lowering him onto the bed, letting him settle on the sheets. 
My fingers loosened his tie, pulling it from around his neck 
and letting it join our jackets. Opening his shirt, | kissed the 
exposed skin as more and more of his chest was laid bare to 
my gaze. His shirt joined his other clothing on the floor and 
he started to squirm. “I need to get....” 

“Shhhh...” | ran my hand along his braced leg. “Just lie 

back and let me.” | opened the straps that held his brace in 
place and exposed his leg fully to my roving hands. Gently, | 
slipped the brace off his leg and set it on the floor. His shoes 
thunked to the floor next and then his feet were bare, my 
fingers slinking up his pant leg to the warm skin of his 
calves. He squirmed on the bed as he was touched for the 


first time by a lover. Slowly, | opened the buckle of his belt, 


unhooking the clasp of his pants, and drew down his zipper. 
Careful not to hurt his leg, | slipped his pants down his hips 
and off his legs, leaving him wearing only his white briefs. 

| stood at the end of the bed, looking down at him. | 

knew we’d been joking a few days earlier, but no one who 
saw him like this would ever call him Tiny. Nice shoulders, 
tapering to a trim waist that most people would die for. 
Dime-sized nipples poked from his chest, and | couldn’t help 
myself as | licked and teased them to hard points. Tim 
moaned and pressed up into the touch as | kissed and 


nibbled. 
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He started to get up, protesting “It’s not fair....” 

| settled him back on the bed, suggesting, “Then lie 

back.” 

| stood at the foot of the bed and removed my tie, adding 

it to the pile along with my shirt. Tim hissed as | ran my 
hand over my pecs, lightly pinching my nipples. | smiled and 


Tim groaned loudly as | opened my pants and stepped out 
of 


them, letting Tim get a good view. Then | turned around and 


Slowly lowered my briefs to the floor, giving Tim a prime 
view 


of my butt. 

“Roll over, Baby,” | said and Tim complied. | straddled 

him, being careful not to apply too much weight. 

My hands roamed over his back as my lips and tongue 
kissed and tasted his shoulders and neck, roaming down his 
back to the little divot just above his ass. Slipping down his 


briefs past his firm cheeks, | kissed and kneaded the firm 


globes, my fingers brushing along his cleft. My hands 
traveled up and down his back, each trip going lower and 
lower, finally working his briefs off his body. He was 
beautiful; clear flawless skin and a perfect bubble butt. The 
one leg was thinner than the other, but other than that he 
was perfect. The sight sent a jolt of desire through me. 
“Roll over again.” He did as | asked and | saw him take 

me in, his eyes raking over my body. 

Climbing on the bed, | took him in my arms and held 


him close, pressing our bodies together, lips to lips, chest to 
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chest. The sounds we made, each moaning and whimpering 
as hands explored and lips tasted. His lips found one of my 
nipples and he worked it like a pro, kissing and nibbling 
until | thought my head would explode. “Damn - that’s 
good.” 

Tim smiled and continued his intensively erotic 
ministrations. 

Slipping my hand between us, | wrapped my fingers 

around his shaft, rubbing gently as he moaned and vibrated 
beneath me. Sliding down his body, | kissed the head of his 
thick manhood before licking up the length of it. 

“Jesus! | never imagined...” he gasped. 

| smiled and took him into my mouth as deep as | could 
before backing off and doing it again. Tim groaned as | took 
him deep, and started thrusting his hips. | let him, 


encouraged him, wanted him to take what he needed. Most 


of all, | wanted him, wanted to taste him, needed to give 
him 


the best first time experience | could. | watched as his eyes 


widened, his mouth gaped opened, felt his body tighten, 
and 


heard his low, almost feral growl as he climaxed hard, 
throwing his head back and pushing his hips forward, 
gushing into me, letting me taste his joy. 

Tim collapsed back on the bed as | let his cock slip from 

my lips. He was breathing hard with a look of sublime joy on 


his face. “I never thought ... Is it always like that?” 
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“It is with someone you love.” | kissed him hard, sharing 
the taste of his own body with him, gently rubbing his skin 


to soothe and reassure. | felt his fingers wrap around me 
and 


start to stroke. The pleasure was indescribable, knowing | 
loved the person who was making me feel so good, so alive. 
Tim shifted on the bed and looked up to me. “Can |?” 
Taking his head in my hands, | brought my face to his, 
kissing him hard. “You can do whatever you like, whatever 
feels good.” 

He was tentative at first, which was to be expected, but 
soon | was engulfed in hot, wet heat. “Take it slow, use your 
hands,” | suggested. God, he was good. | was nearly out of 
my mind as | tried not to move, to take things at his pace, 
but he was driving me mad and, “Tim...” | tried to give him 
warning, but I didn’t get much myself, as the pleasure 


barreled through me like a train. | tried to pull out, but he 


would have none of it, so | rode the waves of pleasure he 
gave me, reveling in his touch, his heat, his love. 

| collapsed, panting, onto the bed, completely worn out 

and overcome with joy. Tim climbed on top of me and kissed 
me hard as | wrapped him in my arms, stroking his smooth 
skin, holding him close. 

“I'll be right back,” | said after a few minutes and got off 

the bed to grab the champagne, glasses, and strawberries 
from the other room. | returned to the bedroom, popping the 
cork and pouring two glasses. | handed one to Tim and 


brought the strawberries with me as | climbed back on the 
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bed. We drank and fed each other berries, kissing and 
holding each other. 

Tim leaned against me. “Can we do more?” His eyes 
looking up at me, full of hope and wonder. 

Capturing his lips, | answered “We can do whatever you 
want; we’ve got lots of time.” 

We spent the rest of the night in each other’s arms. 

We'd nap for a while and then we’d be on each other again, 
making love every few hours, all night long, and when the 
ship docked in St. Thomas, we grudgingly got out of bed. 
The island was beautiful. We shopped a little, ate a 

little, kissed a lot, and went power snorkeling with sea 
turtles. And in the sea, Tim made love to me, holding our 


bodies together as we joined. It was absolutely magical; 
even 


the turtles were impressed. 


The last night on the ship, we ate dinner together ata 


quiet table for two in one of the restaurants before retiring 
to 


my cabin, where we made love until we could barely move, 


holding each other when we fell asleep. We woke to a blast 
of 


the ship’s horn telling us we’d docked back on San Juan. 
Reluctantly, Tim left my cabin to pack, but we met up again 
and disembarked together. Fortunately, Tim and his Uncle 


Eb were on my flight to Chicago and Tim’s uncle traded 
seats 


with me so Tim and | could sit together. 
“Did you leave your car in Chicago?” Tim asked as he 


flipped through the in-flight magazine before takeoff. 
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“No, | took the shuttle.” 

“Could | give you a ride home?” 

“Don’t you need to take Eb home?” 

Tim shook his head, “Uncle Eb lives in Chicago and took 

the train.” 

| leaned in to Tim, kissing him again as the flight 

attendant made his final seat belt check. | think we gave the 


big queen an eyeful, because he was grinning at us when 
we 


parted. As he checked our belts he muttered, “Damn; all the 
cute ones are taken,” and then moved down the aisle. 
Without missing a beat | whispered, “See, even he 

thinks you’re cute.” Tim blushed, smiled, and bumped my 
shoulder. | loved it when he smiled like that - not a surface 


smile, but one that started from deep down. “And yes, by 
the 


way, I'd love a ride.” Tim gave me a randy look. “In your car 


... Initially.” 


The flight was great and we talked about going back to 
work and made a date for the following weekend. | even got 
him to promise to show me where he worked, which was no 
easy task. “I’m a pharmacist, remember; this is fascinating 
for me.” 

Tim shook his head. “Sorry, I’m just not used to meeting 
people who find my work interesting. Mostly they shudder 


and change the subject.” 
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The flight landed and we got our luggage. After saying 
good-bye to Tim’s uncle, we made our way to the car and 
headed north toward home. 

“Would you mind making a stop on our way? There’re 
some people I’d really like you to meet.” 

“Okay,” Tim agreed, although he looked a little 
apprehensive. 

“They’re the guys who gave me the cruise and they’re 
going to love you.” 

As we approached downtown, | gave Tim directions to 
Jim and Paul’s building. There were no parking places out 
front, so he dropped me off, promising, “I'll be right in.” 
The ground was covered in snow and | shivered as | 


made my way up the walk, hoping he could find a 
convenient 


parking place. Looking up the street, | saw him pull into a 


space. | waited, but he waved me inside as he got out of the 


Car. 
In the warm building, Jim and Paul had seen me walk 
up and were waiting in their doorway. 

“Did you have a nice time?” 

“Yes, | did, thank you.” | hugged them both tightly and 
heard the outside door open. 

“Did you bring us anything? Or anyone?” Jim smirked 


as he headed into the apartment and closed the door. 
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“As a matter of fact,” | said, opening the door as Tim 
knocked, “I did.” 

Tim stepped into the apartment. 

“Jim and Paul,” | slipped my arm around my lover's 
waist, “This is Tim.” 

Hands were shaken and Jim went into the kitchen for 


cocktails. He called to me for help, and | went, saying, “lIl 
be 


right back.” 

Entering their kitchen, | saw Jim leaning against the 
counter and | knew he wanted to dish. “So | take it you did 
have a good time?” he asked, smiling widely, almost giddy 
with excitement. 

“Yup, | sure did.” | hugged my friend again. “Best 
Christmas present | ever got.... Oh, and the cruise was fun 
too.” 


He howled, picked up the tray of drinks, and we headed 


into the living room. 
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